24                          THERE LAY THE CITY
There was no ground floor to our house at all, and
if there ever was one, it had now been converted into
garages In these rested the black two-seater, the
Morris Ten of Dr. Felix D'Souza, a long old open Fiat
which was seldom used and probably belonged to the
Khoja lady, and that was all One or two doors were
permanently closed and no one knew what was stored
inside.
That was the little world on top of which
I lived. There were no other houses in the immediate
neighbourhood. A long way behind us were the out-
skirts of the palace of an Indian prince and the house
itself was so far from the entrance to the garden and so
covered with the foliage of an abundance of trees
that grew there that it was almost imperceptible to
the casual passer-by. Not far from that on the other
side of the road was the race-course, a long stretch of
green with the white rails making a circle around the
patch of green, and the cement stands that looked
horribly cold and gruesome from afar. They were
like tombs which many a punter might have erected to
the memory of an inglorious day. And that was as
far as I wanted to see around me, because beyond
these were.chimneys of factories and roofs of labourers'
homes, and the spire of some Christian church and the
dome of a temple or a mosque. At night at least all
this was merged into the darkness of the black-out
which during the last few months had been enforced
more intensely.
That is how I had watched the darkness grow,